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SAY CHEESY 
BISCUITS! 


Fea ei acon lee Decay ey Nee 1 
CAME ON OUT HERE TO THE SUMMER-LANDS AND 
BOUGHT UP A WHOLE PUCK HOTEL. IT’S 6O 

TOO... IT’S GOT SAUNAS, A SWIMMING POOL 
WITH WATERSLIDE, GYM, LUXURY PENTHOUSE, 
BRIDAL SUITE, HOT RUNNING WATER. 


«AND TO TOP IT ALL, WE'VE 
OUGH ALL OF THE 
FLOOR 


ROOMS ON THE 
AND TURNED IT INTO A GIANT 
INDOOR GO-KART TRACK! 


DRINKERS. 


WE'RE OFF TO. 
PONCE AROUND 
OUR HOTEL. 


TWO LAGERS, 
A PINT OF JOHN 


SMOOTH'S EXTRA CREAMY, 
THREE TIA MARIAS WITH 


DOWN FOR 
A FEW DRINKS, 
EH, LADS? ARE 


HERE WE ARE! 
THIS MUST BE MY 
ROOM. THERE'S THE 
MINI-BAR, BUT WHERE 
THE HELL HAVE THEY 
PUT MY BED?! 


DOWN THEIR NECKS, THEN 


THEY MIGHT SNIFF 
YOUR WILLIES 
LATE! 


A SWIFT INTERLUDE, - WITH THIS IN MIND, I TOOK IT UPON 


HI, FOLKS, WE THOUGHT BOOGA, 
THAT WE’D BETTER BUTT IN HERE CONTAINED TWENTY-FIVE DIFFERENT PS FAR AS: 
AND INFORM YOU OF THE FACT THAT, KINDS OF NUTS. YOU WILL GET TO SEE I’M CONCERNED, 
ACCORDING TO SCIENTIFIC RESEARCH, ¥: MY USEFUL RESULTS IN THE YOU'VE ALWAYS HAD 
THE BOWLS OF NUTS THAT YOU FIND ON NEXT FEW PANELS. URINE ON YOUR 
BARS CAN BE CONTAMINATED WITH Bas, NUTS. 
TRACES OF UP TO TWENTY-FIVE 
DIFFERENT SAMPLES OF URINE, LEFT 
BY MEN WHO DION'T WASH THEIR 
HANDS AFTER GOING TO THE 
UNNI. 


1 FEEL 
IT’S ONLY FAIR 
TO WARN YOU THAT 
I’M A BLACK BELT 
IN PING-PONG-POO, 
THE ORIENTAL 
MARTIAL ART OF 
CHOP-STICKERY. 


HE'S 
BLUFFING! 
SMASH HIS 

TEETH OUT! 


BASTARD! THAT'S 
MY BROTHER LYING 
THERE! I'LL TEAR 
YOU LIMB FROM 
LOUSY LIMB 


CUT YOUR WEEKLY 
GROCERY BILL 
IN HALFY 


BOOGA’S NUTS, IN 
‘SPECIAL’ MARINADE. 


SO YOU'RE 
SAYING THAT THIS & 
HICK FAMILY BARGED 


AND IF I WERE 
YOU, MR. KANGAROO, 
I'D GET MYSELF A 


WE'RE COMING BACK 
HERE... WE'RE GONNA 
WIPE THIS SHITTY PLACE 
OFF THE FACE OF 

ET... AND 
YOU WITH IT. 


AVOCADO 
SALAD IN ONE 
AND PEANUT BUTTER: 
AND LETTUCE IN THE 
OTHER. WHAT 
ABOUT YOU? 


A PLACE CALLED 
SHITSTOWN. 


WE GO’ 
MEAT IN ONE AND... 
MEAT IN THE OTHER. 


SHIT COMI 
DOWN. 


I'D RECKON WE'LL BE & 
THERE IN HALF A SNIFF 


BECAUSE WE SHOULD BE 
SAVING THE PLANET FOR _INTO A BUNCHA CUNTS 


BREAK-NECK SPEED, ... WEY RE ALSO 
AND NOW... SAYING STUFF LIKE, 
SHOULD BE 


HEY, THERE'S 
A GARAGE 
COMING UP. LET’S 
STOP AND SEE IF WE 
CAN FIX UP THE 
BARNEYMOBILE. 


IS 1S ALL 
GOING TERRIBLY 


WRONG. WE WERE MEANT 
TO BE GETTING IN THERE 


UP BEFORE THEY’D HAD 
A CHANCE TO UNPACK 
THEIR SWIMMING 
COZZIES... 
+ ALL THIS 
FARTING AROUND 
16 GONNA BE OUR 


I'VE SMASHED \ 
THE SHIT OUT OF THE 
FRONT OF MY CAR. 
ANYONE AROUND 
HERE THAT CAN 
FIX IT? 


HOW THE 
HELL DID YOU 


THAT'LL BE GET MERE E/ 


THREE DOLLARS 
PLEASE, MISS, 


THAT'S TWO 
DOLLARS FOR THE 
POO AND ONE DOLLAR 
FOR THE DEPOSIT 
ON THE PAPER. 


BARNEY, I 
CAN'T REMEMBER 
HOW TO PUT THIS 

FUCKING THING 
TOGETHER... 


a INTO SLOT D... BRING 
THE OVERHANG 
AROUND 


MAN... WHY 
IS THERE ALWAYS 
ONE BIT THAT DOESN'T 
Wi TOF! 


TLL WAVE 
TELL TANK TO YOU FROM 
GIRL I'VE GONE TEN eee, 
FEET. 


HAVE BECOME A TRIFFLE 
MED 


APPARENTLY 
THEY'VE GOT A BIG 
CAB FIRM IN THE CENTRE 
OF TOWN... WITH 


OKAY, LET'S 
GET IT TOGETHER 
FUCKING SHARPISH... 


TLL BRING THE 
ANGLE-GRINDER, 


IN THE TRUNK? WHERE IS THE GOLDEN BRIAN 
{| JONES? WHO WILL BOOGA INGULT NEXT? WHEN 
WILL THEY START BLOWING THINGS UP? ALL 
A WILL BE REVEALED IN THE SECOND AND FINAL 
i] EPIGODE OF THE INNOCENT DIE FIRGT/ 


FETS Pe 


| pulled gently on the knob of the old fashioned doorbell. | could, 
hear a tinkle-tinkle far away, deep in the bowels of the enormous 
mansion. 


| waited. 

The sun had already set and a chilly breeze was working its 
way into my bones. | hunched my shoulders and pulled up the 
collar of my sheepskin coat. My stomach moaned with hunger, | 
hadn}t eaten for days, ever since some tricky bastard had stolen 
my packed-lunch. Seagulls wheeled around the sky and yelped 
their sad songs across the empty bay. 

Eventually a funny little butler appeared and greeted me with 
a snotty leer. “Yes, Madam.” he ponced, “what can | do for you?” 

“I'm calling for Booga,’ | replied, a bit taken-a-back by the 
unfriendliness of my loved one’s new housekeeper. ; 

“Mr. Booga is to be found in his library-tower, whicl’ can be 
accessed by the narrow pathway to the south of the house,’ he 
instructed, giving me a nod in the right direction and quickly 
alosing the door. 

“Huh? | huffed, “charmin” 


| trudged up the muddy track. The library—a beautiful, mock- 
mediaeval-style turret folly-was tucked away in the woodland, 
almost invisible from view until you got right up close to it. 

The door was open. A warm candlelight glow lit up the rus- 
tic, white-walled passage inside. 

| went in. 
Astone spiral staircase took me to the top floor of the building. 
Booga was stretched out on a big antique chaise longue, 
‘reading an old newspaper, and smoking a long Churchwarden 
pipe. The room was lavishly decorated in late William Morris 
with tastefully framed original pre-Raphaelite sketches filling the 
gaps between the wooden bookshelves. 

“Booga?” | enquired. 

He lowered the paper and looked up through his half-moon 
glasses. “Ah, Tank Girl my dear, do come in, I've been expect- 
ing you all day” 

“Oh, yeah? Exactly why have you been expecting me?” 
| asked angrily. “You never told me where you were. You just 
buggered off without a word. It took me ages to trace you here. 
And anyway... what the fuck do you think you're playing at? 
Whose place is this?” 

“It's mine!’ he replied proudly. 

“No it isn’t” 

“Yeah, it is. | bought it” 

“You bought it?” | questioned, staggering with disbelief. 

“Yeah he replied, “I saved up for it” 

“Booga, that is utter bullshit. You've never saved up for a thing 
in your life. You've never even had a job for fucksake” 

“| had a paper-round,” he pleaded. 

“Yeah,’ | conceded, “okay, so you had a paper-round. But you 
couldn't even do that properly. And there's no way you man- 
aged to save up for this place by earning three quid a week 
when you were twelve. This must've cost you fucking millions.” 

“Well | had a stroke of luck..." he explained. 

“Please, | interjected sarcastically, “do go on” 

“...well... it happened like this..." he sat up straight to tell his 
story, re-lighting his pipe and doing up his richly embroidered 
smoking jacket, “...| was having a crap in the toilets at the 
church hall...” 

| had to butt in straight away, “Booga, what were you doing 
in the church hall toilets?” 

“It was half way through the Sunday service,” he answered 
earnestly, “and they started doing a really boring bit and | really 
needed to curl one down, so | sneaked out! 

“When did you start going to Sunday service?” | asked. 

“That was my first time)’ he replied. “Someone told me that if 
| went to church and did all of the praying and stuff, then they 
would give me free wine, because Jesus was really into wine 
and all that. Fish, too” 

That figured. 

“Okay,' | said, “then what happened?” 

“| done a lot into the lav,’ he explained, “so | needed to use a 
fair amount of bog-paper. Halfway through the roll | came 
across this...” 

Booga got up and walked over to a shelf of encyclopaedias, 
carefully taking down the volume marked “X, Y & Z”. He opened 
the book at its end pages and removed a single sheet of ex- 
pertly pressed white toilet paper. He placed the sheet on the 
small wine table in front of me. 

“Take a look,’ he offered. 

| took a look. 

The paper was covered with unrecognisable biro lettering. It 
was like nothing I'd ever seen before—weird symbols and 
characters and shit. 

“So/’ | asked Booga, with more than a subtle hint of parody, 
“what is this? Written in ancient Poo-Poo?” 

“It's a cipher,’ replied Booga. “Here's a translation what | got 
done? 

He handed me another sheet of paper. This time the writing 
was legible, but still incomprehensible. 

It read: 


SHEPHERD'S PIE, QUITE TEMPTED, THAT 
PUSSY, TENNERS, HOLD THE PHONE, 
PEACE 23. BY THE BUS STOP AND THIS. 


HORSEMEAT, | COMPLAINED-or DECLINED— 
TO THIS DEMON STUNT-CYCLIST AT HIGH 
NOON. CHEESE AND ONION. 


“Booga,’ | complained, “this is complete crap. It doesn’t mean 
anything” 

“That's exactly what | thought,’ he said brightly, “and | was 
about to wipe my arse with it when the vicar burst in. In my hurry 
to have a shit, | had neglected to bolt the door properly. He 
didn’t hang around for long, coz of the stink, but the upshot was 
that | pulled up my trousers pronto and stuffed the bog-paper 
in my shirt pocket. | didn’t think any more of it until | needed to 
blow my nose, that’s when things started to get weird...” 

“No kidding,” | injected. 

“...1 took the bit of bog-paper down to the library and the 
woman there translated it for me,’ he continued, “she said it 
was written in sam-script or something” 

“You mean Sanskrit?” | asked. 

“Yeah, him as well. Anyway, the boff at the library couldn't™ 
help me any further so | went and consulted Mandy, my fortune 
teller” 

“Mandy, your fortune teller?” | repeated quizzically, “and what 
did Mandy have to say?” 

“She done my tarot,’ he explained, “and she said that 
somehow my destiny had become irrevocably intertwined with 
that of the universe. She said that | would have to look out for 
signs, things with hidden meanings, shit like that. And that once 
the trail had begun, then my future was set and the dice had 
been cast and stuff” 

“And has the trail begun, whatever that means?” 

“It has begun and ended already,’ he replied. “Shortly after 
my reading, | was walking down the High Street when a feint/ 
waft of shepherd's pie hit my sensitive kangaroo nostrils. | 
thought about going into the café for a portion, but | was 
distracted by a cat with no tail. Then | found two ten-dollar bills 
in the gutter and thought I'd give you a call to ask you out for a 
curry. You couldn't talk coz you were busy doing a jigsaw of 
The Fonz and you couldn't find the last bit, the twenty-third 
piece. So | waited for a bus to take me home and this guy 
started munching into a Mc Farmyards' burger right next to me. 
So | told him to fuck off and he got on his bike and did a wheelie 
all the way down the road. When | got in | was starving, so | 
opened my bag of cheese and onion flavour Potato Fancies!’ 

I'd been following his story through the translation; “CHEESE 
AND ONION" was where it ended. “And is that it?” | asked. 
“Where did all of these goodies come from then?” 

Booga cleared his throat and prepared to finish his story by 
licking his lips, “Inside the packet | found a little blue envelope. 
They were doing a special promotion, giving away cash to lucky 
eaters. | got the grand prize-two million big ones!” 

“You what?!” | screamed. “And you didn't fucking tell me?” 

“It was weird’ he explained, “I wasn't in control. It was like 
destiny itself had taken me over and | was flying on auto-pilot” 

Just then something dawned on me, “Hold it right there, 
buster, did you say you had a packet of cheese and onion 
Potato Fancies?” 

“Er... yeah,’ he answered hesitantly. 

“You bastard. It was you that stole my packed-lunch!” then 
the rest of it dawned on me too, “I was the one who was meant 
to win the two million quid! And you've fucking spent it! You 
utter, utter bastard!" 


Later that night, as | was using Booga as an ashtray and his 
butler as a footstool, | contemplated what might have been, had 
| won all that cash. | daydreamed of living a saintly existence, 
somewhere near a fountain of healing water in a far-off 
European mountain village. 

“Can | please have a number-two toilet break, ma'am?” 
Booga asked quietly. 

“You can poo in your pants and clean it up with this} | replied 
sharply, flicking the rolled-up piece of Sanskrit bog-paper at 
him, “I'll bet that Mandy never predicted this in your reading” 

“She did say that the story would end with a nice warm 
feeling, deep down! TG , 
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THIS FIGURE 
FROM THE FIRST 
OR SECOND 
WAR? 


IT’S FROM 
THE FIRST... BUT 

HE'S MISSING HIS 
INFRARED GOGGLES, 
THAT'S WHY HE'S 


ON THE LAST WEDNESDAY OF 
ay EVERY MONTH I HAVE A DAY 
ml AWAY FROM TANK GIRL. I 
CALL THIG MY “MAN-DATE.” 


I UGE THIS SPECIAL TIME TO MEDITATE ON MY 
Bl MALE-NESS AND GET IN TOUCH WITH THE 
SPIRITS OF MY FOREFATHERS, I THINK WE ALL 
NEED TO FIND OUR INNER HUNTERS, TO 
COMMUNE WITH THE GREATNESS OF THE 
EARTH, AND TO SPEND TIME AWAY FROM OUR 
WOMENFOLK, REMEMBERING THAT WE ARE ALL 
MEN (UNLESS YOU'RE A WOMAN, OF COURSE). 


THIS MONTH I’M HAVING MY MAN-DATE AT 
ANTHONY PEACOCK’S VINTAGE COLLECTABLES 


SOMETHING ANCIENT, 
BUT NOT FUCKING f 

TEDDY BEARS OR 

TRAIN SETS. 


THIS CAME 
IN A COUPLE OF 
DAYS AGO, IT’S 
THE FIRST ONE OF 

ITS GORT THAT I'VE 
SEEN IN TEN YEARS. 
I HAVEN’T HAD TIME 
TO PRICE IT YET, 
BUT... 


YEAH, MAN. 

IT’S AN ORIGINAL 19306 
BUCK ROGERS X2Z-38 
DISINTEGRATOR PISTOL, 
IN FULL WORKING 
ORDER. 


BY CHRIGT... I 
MUST HAVE THIS. 
WHAT'S THE 
DAMAGE? 


I HAVEN'T 
CHECKED THE 
CATALOGUE PRICE, 
BUT I'LL LET YOU 
HAVE IT FOR... SAY... 
FOUR HUNDRED 
DOLLARS...? 


OKAY? I'LL BE BACK 

IN A JIFFY. 
THREE 
DOLLARS, BOLLOCKS. 
I'M GONNA HAVE TO. 
PAY A VISIT TO MOBY 

DICK, OUR LOCAL 

TIGHT-ARSED LOAN 

. SHARK. 


YOU ARE. I CAN’T 
AFFORD TO SIT ON 
VALUABLE SHIT LIKE 
THIS FOREVER. 


Hi, MOBY? 
BOOGA HERE. 
LISTEN, MATE, I 
NEED A LOAN... IT'S 
FOR A... ERM... IT'S 
FOR A GUN... 


PROBABLY NOT A 
GOOD IDEA TO LET MOBY 
DICK KNOW THAT I’M. 
BORROWING THE MONEY 
TO BUY A TOY GUN FROM 

PEACOCK. 


SO, BOOGA’S 
TRYING TO SCORE 
A SPECIAL TOY GUN, 
EH? THIS COULD BE MY 
CHANCE TO MAKE UP FOR 


I 
HIM A CUNT THIS 
MORNING. 


ER... FIVE 
HUNDRED A DAY. AND 
IF YOU HAVEN'T PAID 


RATES GUARANTEED. 


KNEECAPS A SPECIALITY. 


1 BUT I : 
CAN'T... BOOGA 
TOLD ME NOT TO LET J; 
ANYONE ELSE 
HAVE IT. 


I DON'T GIVE 
A FUCK. HAND: 
OVER THE TOY GUN, 
OR I'LL STICK A 


SHIT! I'VE LOST 
THE FUCKING THING 
DOWN 


SEWER. SO YOU 
CAN’T HAVE IT... 


/T WAS YOU 
THAT 6TOLE THE GUN 
FROM TONY?! OW, SHIT! 
MOBY’S GONNA KILL ME! 


A COUPLE OF WEEKS LATER, 


WIFFY STIFFIES AND 
FUCK OFF BACK 
CRAPPYLAND. 


OF CUNT FROM WHAT 
YOU'RE USED TO 
DEALING WITH... 


more tank girl next month: issue #3 


91D Woes 


News from the nerve center of IDW Publishing 


SIMMONS COMICS GROUP LAUNCHES a 


Gene Simmons launches new titles this summer 


GENE “tania Everyone knows the name of GENE 
SIMMONS. He has the most famous tongue in 

rie the world. He created the two-fingered “horns” 

salute everyone uses at sports events (and, of 


i course, they all stick their tongues out while 
s! doing the salute). Did we mention he also spits 
a fire, throws up blood and has probably bedded 
+ down your sister? 

to 

a8 He has, in fact, even been a super hero himself... 


eg 2 


Pi 
ey 


in the pages of KISS COMICS (starting with 
Marvel's two $1.50 comic book specials from the 
'70s). He can boast of having fought Dr. Doom to 
a_ standstill. But never before has this 
multi/hyphenate (rock star/marketer/brander/TV 
and movie producer/best-selling author and 
lecturer) created his own comic book imprint. 


ora 
kaeoe 


Until now, that is. 


This summer, IDW Publishing and Gene 
Simmons will launch their joint venture, 
SIMMONS COMICS GROUP , an imprint within 
IDW's stable of comics. Simmons himself has 
created many all-new comic book properties that 
will begin rolling out in July with the launch of 
Gene Simmons House of Horrors, a quarterly 
64-page horror anthology presided over by 
Simmons, who will write all his own dialogue in 
each issue. 


We caught Gene in a rare quiet moment, away 
from the lights and cameras of his wildly 
successful A&E show, GENE SIMMONS 
FAMILY JEWELS, and chatted with the Demon 
about this new comic book venture. 


sum voy AV 


Continued on next page 
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Metal Gear Solid: Sons of Liberty # 9 
Spike: Shadow Puppets #1 
Star Trek: Klingons: Blood Will Tell #3 
Star Trek: The Next Generation 

The Space Between #6 
Tank Girl: The Gifting #2 (of 4) 


The Transformers Magazine #1 
Transformers: Movie Adaptation #1 


— in stores, 6/6/07 a ' Hoehg e/) 
Transformers: Movie Adaptation #2 q Se i Y 
~in stores 6/13/07 : RS 


Transformers: Movie Adaptation #3 JSF r : Felon Aagel #17 
—in stores 6/20/07 
Transformers: Movie Adaptation #4 
~in stores 6/27/07 
The Transformers: Target 2006 #3 
Transformers: The Best of Simon Furman HC 
The Transformers: Escalation TPB 
Transformers: Movie Adaptation TPB 
Transformers: Movie Prequel TPB 
The Transformers Spotlight TPB 


Angel: Auld Lang Syne TPB 
Ash Wood's 48 Nude Girls 
The Complete Jon Sable, Freelance, Vol. 7 
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IDW: Gene, you've never made any secret 
about your love of comic books, and indeed, 
you've lived quite the comic book life yourself. 
Why have you chosen now to create your own 
line of comic books? 


GENE SIMMONS: This is America— 
the Land of Dreams. And, when I was a 
kid and started reading comic books, 
especially Marvel Comics, I never 
dreamed I would actually wind up being 
a Marvel Superhero. Sure enough, in the 
pages of KISS COMICS (1976), as the 
Demon, I actually fought Dr. Doom and 
hung out with Spider-Man. 

When I finally decided to plunge 
headlong into the deep end of the pool 
and create new characters, I wanted to 
find the highest quality partner. And 
that's IDW. The guys there and I share a 
deep love and respect for the medium, 
and believe this is just the beginning of 
a new era in comics. Comic-based 
movies already rule (300, Sin City, Spider- 
Man...). It's time for the Comic Book to 
reclaim its place as important American 
Literature. 


IDW: Let's get into each title. First up, you're 
launching Gene Simmons House of 
Horrors, an anthology that positions you as 
the host of some chilling tales, and sports a 
cover by none other than Spawn creator Todd 
McFarlane and Greg Capullo. Your impressive 
powers of persuasion aside, how do you see 
your role in this title? And is it true that you 
won't be the only Simmons family member 
participating in this comic? 


GS: I always loved the Twilight Zone TV 
show. I never missed an episode. I read 
Amazing Stories and Analog. In short, I 
always loved the anthology horror/sci- 


fi canvas and wanted to 
re-introduce the format into comic 
books. 


This book is a chance to showcase the 
best in professional talent, and to 
introduce new talent. Each story will be 
written and drawn independently, with 
wraparound commentaries by myself. 
The fact that I'm powerful and attractive 
will only add to the stunning effect of 
the stories. 

When Chris Ryall opined "Hey, 
wouldn't it be great if we could get 
(good luck...) Todd McFarlane to draw 
our premier cover," I bit at the chance. I 
called Terry Fitzgerald at Todd's group 
and in short order, we had a fantastic 
front cover. 

I came up with the concept/design. I 
photocopied a picture of myself, full- 
faced, with my eyes bulging wide and 
my mouth agape... faxed it to Terry and 
told him I had the idea of 
creatures/demons coming/crawling out 
of every opening.... mouth, eyes, ears, 
nose... and the rest, you see here. 

The young Rock Star Nick 
Simmons will also be writing/drawing 


in our pages. Not easy, since the young 
herald (pardon, Silver Surver) also has 
his own Skullduggery book coming from 
IDW. 

Leah Moore & John Reppion, Tom 
Waltz, Dwight MacPherson, Sean Taylor 
and the aforementioned Chris Ryall 
appear in issue 1, alongside Nick and 
myself. There is talent out there and we 
intend on showcasing it. 


IDW: Next, in August, you're launching 
Dominatrix, a title you described as “TC7A 
meets the CLA.” You're giving the world 
its first dominatrix superhero? 


GS: Dominatrix came to me in a flash. 
Comic books, and pop culture in 
general, have always toyed around with 
the leather/rubber-bound heroine... 
sexy... kick ass. They always skirted the 
sexuality issue. I decided to meet it head- 
on (pardon...). First, I wondered if 
Dominatrix (the title) was available as a 
trademark. Surprisingly, it was. Then, I 
took a semi-real dominatrix I know 
socially (not in that way) and after 
talking with her about the lifestyle, 
combined it with clandestine, 
Manchurian Candidate/Nick Fury-Hydra 
stuff... oh, yes, and pills. Special pills. 

Who or what is THE COMPANY? 

And, who are THEM? 

And, what do they want? 

More about all of this in the pages of 
Dominatrix. 


IDW: September sees the launch of Zipper, a 
title influenced by Heinlein's Stranger in a 
Strange Land, Lee/Buscema’s Silver Surfer, 
and even your own status as an immigrant in 
this country. What unique outsider’s perspective 
will this series offer? 


GS: You got it right—the sense of 
ZIPPER came to me from Heinlein's 
Stranger In A Strange Land. A human 
being, who was born on Mars and was 
raised by Martians, comes to Earth. The 
Surfer is an alien, who comes to Earth. I 
was born in another country and came 
to America. All of us share a sense of 
being from the Outside. We are all 
Outsiders. 

Though I speak English well enough 
to have taught it in sixth grade in 
Spanish Harlem (as well as all the other 
subjects), I still chuckle when I hear 
words like “hor dog.” I still envision a... 
hot dog. Literally. I find myself musing 
about how bizarre people are. 

"What fools these mortals 
indeed. 

Zipper is not from here. He is from 
the Nether Ether. A place Not Here. A 
place with different values—in fact, if 
you take Nietzche's take, "there is no 
universal good or bad," it's simply a 
cultural point of view, then you might 
understand some of the areas we will 
deal with. What I mean is, for 


be": 


headhunters in the Amazon, killing and 
eating a human being is perfectly fine. 
But here, if you're Jeffrey Dahmer, you 
are a monster and depraved. It's all a 
point of view. 

Zipper is not from here and the suit 
he wears is what we might wear when 
we go very deep into the depths of the 
ocean. The pressure would crush us, if 
we didn't have “protective outer 
covering”... and that's what Zipper has. 
Picture Spider Man's outfit and inside is 
Venom. 


IDW: ‘And now for something completely 
different” certainly applies to the more all-ages 
Indy—Race of the Galaxies series, a comic 
that manages to give the Indy Racing League a 

sort of “Green Lantern Corps meets Marvel's 
Contest of Champions” adventure. After the 
other, darker titles you've got coming, what is 
Your intention with this one, which appeals to a 
much wider audience of comic readers 
and racing fans? 


GS: Our Simmons/ Abramson Marketing 
venture does the — worldwide 
branding/ marketing for the Indy Racing 
League (indycar.com)... come to the 
taces—they rock. Or, catch us on 
ESPN/ABC. 

I wanted to do an INDY-themed 
comic book, for obvious reasons. But 
just doing a new version of Speed Racer 
didn't appeal. And then it hit me. What 
would happen if a sentient alien group (a 
la the Guardians of Oa in Green Lantern) 
wanted to test the mettle of different life 
forms? What would happen if there was 
an Indy—Race of the Galaxies? Our Indy 
Racers in their Indy cars and various 
aliens in their vehicles race against each 
other on a virtual Yellow Brick Road to 
the Galaxies, of sorts. The pit stops are 
on different worlds. All the cars/space 
ships, like any Indy race, have to have an 
equal chance of winning—same speed 
for all cars... it's really about 
maneuverability and _ long-range 
planning and just plain great athleticism. 

What are the stakes? What is the 
prize? Why are the Oa-type aliens 
having the race in the first place? 

Check it out in Indy—Race of the 
Galaxies. 


The Simmons Comics Group will be 
launching this summer, beginning with 
July’s release of Gene Simmons House of 
Horrors #1. For more information, please 
check out 

www.SimmonsComics.com, 
www.GeneSimmons.com, and 
www.IDWPublishing.com. 


The Simmons Comics Group 
launches with GENE SIMMONS 
HOUSE OF HORRORS, a quarterly _ 
anthology presided over by 
Gene Simmons himself! Featut 
stories by Nick Simmons, 
Leah Moore & John Reppion, 
Dwight M. MacPherson, 
Chris Ryall, Sean Taylor, 
and Tom Waltz. 


ISBN: 978-1-60010-127-4 

Full Color * 64 pages * $9.99 

House of Horroris TM afd © 2007 Gene Simmons 
All Rights Reserved sketch by Todd McFarlane)” 
Digital Ink & Paint ByiGteg Capulo, 

www.mefarlane.com. 
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se DEVIL IN DISGUISE, a 


The definitive 
prequel to the 1983 cult-classic film! 
Before Tony Montana came to America, he cut his 
teeth as a young military assassin in Cuba, and rose 
up as a hustler in Havana. He knows the world is his, and he 
craves the American dream. But first, he's gotta get out from 
Castro-imposed solitary confinement. Add to this Molotov cocktail 
mix the CIA, La Cosa Nostra, and the scumbag who gave Montana his 
infamous scar. Make a deal with the devil... just know which devil you're 
dealing with first. Hell hath no fury like the ghetto opera brought to you by 
the outlaw team of Joshua Jabcuga (Doomed) and Wizard magazine's Heat 
Index artist Alberto Dose (Desperadoes: Buffalo Dreams). 


©) www.IDWPUBLISHING.com 
FULL COLOR * 32 PAGES * $3.99 
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__——=;, FACH ISSUE PACKED WITH ART GALLERIES AND ADDITIONAL BONUS 
es1\ MATERIAL ONLY AVAILABLE IN THE MINISERIES COMIC BOOKS! 


DN 
TRANSFORMERS: MOVIE PREQUEL www.IDWPUBLISHING.com v7, 
TRADE PAPERBACK : 


$19.99 - ISBN: 978-1-60010-066-6 


“The greatest adventure 
comic strip ever done— 
a genuine masterpiece.” 


—from the Introduction by Howard Chaykin 


LIBRARY OF 
AMERICAN 
CoMICs 


A. special six-book ‘series of 


The Definitive Editions 22s<=r= 
of Milton Caniffs parade Sewage 
. dbreaki ri he ager ION 

groun rea ng $6 6s. Sunday pages are reproduced in 


their original color, alongside 
coming JULY} 2007 the daily B&W strips. > 
www.|IDWPUBLISHING.com 


<4} The Complete Terry and the Pirates, Vol. 1: 1934-1936 ul Y OF AMERICAN COMICS ORIGINAL 
HC - 11" x 8.5" - FC and B&W - 368 pages with index - $49,99 A pos & EDITED BY DEAN MULLANEY 


ISBN: 978-1-60010-100-7 
Terry and the Pirates ® & © 2007 Tribune Media Services, Inc, licensed by Classic Media, Inc. All Rights Reserved The IDW logo is registered in the US. Patent and Trademark Office. All Rights Reserved, 


tank girl: the gifting number 2 >>> cover checklist 


A 
a 
Q 
3 
2 

2 

2 


WWW.IDWPUBLISHING.COM * $3.99 


| 00214 
3lll277 14120791 | | | 


